CHAPTER 90 


July 13, 2011 


“Today | feel like getting something that's easy to slip into.” 
“Perhaps you'd like to feel like getting something quicker.” 


Ai had managed to drag Justin over to Okina City again; though most certainly 
against his will. Justin had to hand it to Ai; she knew how to play her cards to get 
people to do what she wanted. In Justin’s case, all she had to do was insult him 
enough. You would think that would be a deterrent; but Justin had the habit of not 
thinking before talking when he was pissed off. He should really do something about 
that one of these days. 


All the same, Justin was not pleased to be carrying Ai’s bags around again; 
especially not in the middle of the school day. Chie had been cramming for exams, 
and he had half assumed she’d ask for his help during their study period. That 
wasn’t happening now, though, that much was for sure. What WAS going to happen 
now, though, was Chie ripping him a new one once she put two and two together. 


“Hmm, doesn't look like they've gotten anything new in. | already have all of this...” 
Ai ignored Justin’s smartass remark as she continued to browse the inventory of the 
store. Justin wasn’t sure what had caught him off guard more; the fact that Ai was 
still browsing after declaring she had all this, or that she had all of this in the first 
place. | mean, this store was fucking huge; to think she had EVERYTHING in this 
place certainly said wonders about how much cash this girl had. It certainly 
explained why she was never at school. | mean, why go to school when you can buy 
everything in life? Oh the power of money. 


Justin sighed slightly as he paced around the store. He had seen that jacket again; 
but of course he didn’t have enough money on him. He was hoping to maybe pick it 
up as a gift for Maya, since she had been so down in the dumps since yesterday. 
Even though it had all went down yesterday, Maya was still really out of it today. 
She was just sort of laying on the couch, starring at a blank television screen when 
Justin left; sadness in her eyes all the time. He hated seeing her like that; though he 
certainly hated Naoto more for causing it in the first place. Justin swore to god if she 
didn’t stay away, he would pop a cap in her ass. He really would too. 


“Well then don’t buy anything. Sheesh, fucking women and their shopping...” Justin 
muttered that last part to himself, lest Ai hear him and bitch him out again. In all his 
life, the only person he had enjoyed actually going to the mall with was Chie; and 
that’s because she didn’t take for fucking ever when she did. She looked around; if 
she saw something, she bought it, if she didn’t, they left. In and out. She didn’t 
stare at the same article of clothes for an hour, she didn’t try to see which outfit 


matched which outfit, and she didn’t do sales math out in her head. Though that 
last part might have been due to lack of ability, not lack of effort. Point was, it was 
fairly painless with Chie. Ai, not so much. 


“I'll get something next time, but | want something today, too. | came here to buy, 
not to look.” Ai remarked, shuffling through some clothes on a rack. Justin in turn 
only groaned. Very loudly too, though Ai just shot him one of those ‘stop your 
bitching before | give you something to bitch about’ glares. Justin had to briefly 
wonder why she had even dragged him along again, knowing full well he didn’t 
WANT to shop with her, knowing full well that he was going to bitch and moan the 
entire time. Maybe she was a fan of moani- 


Alright, let me rephrase that... 


“Hey, I'm thirsty. But me an ice latte.” Ai demanded of Justin, as she pulled 
something off the rack. Justin in turn only squinted his eyes slightly, as though he 
hadn’t just heard that correctly. As though squinting your eyes would help you hear 
better. Oh well, no different than mashing the B button when catching a wild 
Pokémon. Still; Justin was very much pissed at that remark. You want ME to buy 
YOU an ice latte? You're the one who’s filthy fucking rich, and you want the poor kid 
to buy you a latte? Think again toots. If anyone’s buying anyone a latte, it’s you for 
me. And | don’t even drink coffee; but I'll gladly poor it on the street in front of your 
ass. 


“Oh right away your royal highnes- Fuck no, get your own damn drink.” Justin 
snarled at her, a look of disbelief on her face all the while. Clearly she wasn’t used 
to hearing the word no. Or if she was, nowhere near as aggressively as Justin had 
just done. She was probably used to people bowing down at her feet whenever she 
made demands. Rich kids... Pfft. 


“Huh...? Did you seriously just say that?” She questioned, more than a little caught 
off. 


“Damn straight | did, princess.” Justin remarked. He made a note to himself that Ai’s 
official nickname was no princess. Since that’s exactly what she thought she was 
anyway. Ai stared at Justin for a while; and for a moment, it looked like she was 
going to blow a fuse. Needless to see, Justin was a little surprised when it seemed 
as though she was surprised in a... good way? She certainly wasn’t offended, that 
much was for sure. 


“You're probably the first guy who's ever taken that tone with me.” She remarked, 
staring at him as she made her way over to the counter to purchase the clothes she 
had picked out. Justin’s glare softened only slightly at that. Well it seemed shit 
hadn't hit the fan, so that was a plus. Besides, it might do Ai some good to hear she 


isn’t royalty every once in a while. Maybe then she’d stop acting so much like a 
spoiled brat. Justin sighed a bit before making his way over to the counter, leaning 
against it with his rib cage. 


“Oh, Ai-chan! You're back again?” The saleswoman behind the counter questioned. 
Ai only seemed slightly irritated at the prospect of human interaction. | mean, how 
dare these peasants bother the all holy and infallible Ai!? That’s outrageous! That’s 
blasphemy! 


“..Well, yeah?” Ai remarked slightly, as though the answer to that question should 
have been obvious. Clearly Ai didn’t quite understand the concept of a rhetorical 
question. Or if she did, she decided she was just going to be a bitch instead. Justin 
wasn’t going to rule the latter option out. 


“Are you looking for anything in particular today? Oh, we got a purse in that's just 
your style! The guys'll be alllll over you!” The saleswoman tried to pitch to Ai. Ai of 
course was having none of that. No one told her what she should or shouldn’t buy 
after all. Mostly because she’d probably just buy it eventually anyway. You know it’s 
a sad day where you can actually run out of things to buy before you run out of 
money. 


“Yeah, | don’t think she needs a purse for that.” Justin remarked sarcastically. 
Clearly if those guys Justin damn near beat the shit out of were any reflection of the 
general populace, Ai was never going to have trouble finding someone to put up 
with her attitude. Ai passed Justin a slightly irate glance before turning back to the 
cashier, still very much irritated to be bothered by such a lowly labor worker. 


“... That's all right. I'm not shopping for purses today.” Ai continued to try and get 
this person to shut up so she could just make her goddamned purchase. Of course, 
the saleswoman wasn’t letting up; especially after she had noticed Justin. 


“Ooh, is that your boyfriend? He's quite a handsome one!” Justin immediately fell, 
having lost his balance as the remark hit his ear. Ai just passed him one of those 
‘stop being an idiot,’ looks as he writhed around on the ground holding his head 
inbetween his hands. Justin wasn’t sure whether he should panic or get pissed. Chie 
was literally going to murder him now if this got around. And he hadn’t even done 
anything wrong. It was all Ai’s fault. Honestly, Justin felt sick to his stomach; like he 
was going to vomit up his lunch at any second. Still after a moment he pushed 
himself up off the ground, holding his head in his hand. 


“FUCK NO.” Justin made very clear to the saleswoman. He didn’t need any rumors 
going around like that; he had a hard enough time getting Chie to trust Maya, let 
alone someone like Ai. The saleswoman shrugged slightly. After all, if he wasn’t with 
Ai, maybe he was available. She quickly turned to Ai, slight excitement in her eyes. 


“Are you gonna introduce him to me? I've had the worst luck with men lately! We 
were at the bar the other night-“ She had began to try and start gossiping with Ai; 
but by that point Ai had reached her breaking point. She dropped the clothes on the 
counter, faking to have suddenly been struck by a realization. 


“Sorry, we've really gotta get going. I'll be back.” Ai declared, trying to pretend she 
just remembered something important. She hadn’t of course; she was just being an 
anti-social bitch. Justin groaned a bit as he rubbed at where his head had hit the 
floor, following Ai’s rushed lead out the door. It took a bit of walking, but they 
eventually found themselves sitting on a park bench near the entrance to the 
station, just sort of staring at the crowds. You know that when Ai left behind clothes 
she was in the middle of purchasing, she was really pissed off about something. And 
so Justin just sort of kept his mouth shut until she said something. Though he 
wanted to tell her to fuck off for not clarifying that the two weren’t dating. 


“| hate salespeople. I'm the one keeping them in business, why do they have to 
pounce on me every time | go in there? They should get rid of all salespeople and 
put in vending machines. Press a button, and out come your clothes.” Ai ranted and 
raved about people talking to her when she went to buy shit. Justin just rolled his 
eyes during the entire speech. She just sounded like a spoiled rich kid that couldn’t 
stand being bothered when she was getting her kicks. Though Justin did have to 
admit; he could totally get behind a vending machine for video games or 
something. After several times of being asked whether he’d like to sign up for a 
‘Power-Up Rewards’ account, and after saying no several times, you would think 
they’d catch the hint. Nope. Just keep asking. And it was really fucking annoying. 
Besides, sales people always made him feel bad if for some reason he didn’t want to 
buy whatever they recommended. They were usually so nice; even if it was just 
them lying through their teeth. Justin would take phony kindness over being a 
jerkass any day of the week. 


“Yeah, sounds fantastic...” Justin remarked sarcastically, not so much as looking at 
Ai as the remark left his mouth. Really, he was just pissed off at her right now. It 
was HER fault if he got in trouble with Chie. He should have known better than to 
help some random stranger; it always came back to bite him in the ass somehow. 


“Isn't it? | don't need all that pointless banter. | can see right through it... There's no 
such thing as a relationship without ulterior motives.” Ai remarked, her tone 
growing sadder and sadder as she continued. It seemed that her own words had 
started to strike a little closer to home than she had intended them to. Justin hadn’t 
really been paying attention until he noticed Ai faltering over her words. She truly 
believed what she was saying. 


“Well that’s not necessarily true.” Justin interrupted her. “You’ve probably met Yu, 
right? What am | saying of course you have; you manage the sports team- point is, 
Yu and Yukiko Amagi have a thing for each other. You don’t see them trying to 


chase after each other for money or looks. They’re just happy to be together. And 
then there’s me an-“ 


“It’s always about looks.” Ai cut him off. Justin’s mouth just hung open for a moment 
before closing it shit, a look of disappointment on his face. You know, it might sound 
strange, but Justin was actually slightly excited to talk about him and Chie. It wasn’t 
very often that he got the chance; and even if Ai was a completely un- 
understanding bitch, she still had a pair of ears. He was the complete polar opposite 
of Chie in that regard: where she wanted to keep their relationship private, Justin 
sometimes just felt like screaming about it out to the heavens, to let the world know 
just how happy she made him. It’s a shame he never had the opportunity, nor the 
courage to do it. Maybe one day. Ai sighed slightly after a short pause her remark 
had caused. “I don't know why, but | got a little annoyed when she was talking 
about you back there. She said you were handsome. Good for you, | guess.” Justin 
grunted with anger again, his eyebrows lowering into a slight glare. 


“Yeah | got awfully annoyed too.” Justin increased the tension in his brow slightly 
before turning his head away from Ai. He was still furious that she didn’t say 
anything like ‘that’s not my boyfriend,’ or ‘it’s not like that,’ or ANYTHING. | mean, 
she knew what would happen if people got the wrong idea. Justin could lose 
everything in the blink of an eye, and believe me, if he did, there was going to be 
hell to pay. Ai sighed after a moment. It seemed she didn’t really want to talk about 
this anymore than they already had. 


“Hmmm... | don't really feel like buying stuff anymore. What should we do instead?” 
Ai eventually broke the silence. She really didn’t feel like dealing with any more 
salespeople, that much was for sure. But she also had no intention of going back to 
school. Justin shrugged slightly. How the hell was he supposed to know what there 
was to do? He’s been here twice. 


“| don’t know, just chill?” Justin remarked. He didn’t really want to chill with Ai of all 
people, but he was out here now; and besides... She was sort of paying for his bus 
ticket. Pissing her off too much was not a good idea. And really, anything to not 
have to go back to school was ideal; even if it meant sitting next to some spoiled 
rich kid for an hour or so. 


“What? You mean you don't have any kind of plan? Sounds boring... Oh well. Maybe 
you'll be able to make it interesting.” Ai went back and forth out loud. Justin had 
briefly considered the possibility that she had multiple-personality disorder, but 
then he just realized the hypocrisy and got a little sad. Maybe he should be less 
jugmental of Ai; | mean, in a way, they were one and the same. Except Ai wasn’t 
schizophrenic, or had an evil version of themselves living in their skull, or had daddy 
issues (citation needed,) or lived alone, or was poor, or could jump into televisions, 
or had persona, or- 


“You know, it's pretty funny... If | didn't sign up to manage that team, and they 
hadn’t started making those comments about me, you wouldn't be here with me 
now. Looking at it from your perspective, I'd say you got pretty lucky.” Ai 
interrupted his thoughts, continuing on her little ego trip. Justin raised his eyebrow. 
He wasn’t sure lucky was the word he’d use. More like ‘God hates every fiber of my 
being and is doing everything in his power to make my life a living hell.’ 


“That’s subjective.” Justin remarked sarcastically. 


“| guess you should be thanking me.” Ai declared with pride in her ‘work.’ Justin 
immediately shot her a glance, as though to say ‘what the fuck are you talking 
about you crazy bitch.’ Seriously, he saved her ass, put up with her bullshit, and 
very well might end up dying on her behalf if word of that rumor ever get back 
around to Chie, and he should be thanking her? Hate to break it to you princess, but 
that’s not how this is going to go down. 


“Thanking you? Oh boy, you’ve got a lot to learn about the way the world works.” Ai 
just sort of glared at him as the remark left his mouth. Justin was giving every little 
piece of shit she flung at him right back at her... In a way she kind of liked it. It was 
so different to see guys not falling down on their knees to beg for her. If anything, 
Justin was demanding that of her. It was an interesting role reversal for her to say 
the least. 


“You know... It was your advisor who put me on that team. He said something like, 
‘Ai, being on a team should teach you something about putting someone besides 
yourself first!’ | don't understand people who play sports in the slightest...” Justin 
shrugged slightly at that remark. She definitely needed a lesson on being less self- 
centered, that much was for sure, but she could certainly understand where she 
was coming from. 


“| don’t get it either. What the hell is the big deal with sports anyway? People throw 
a ball back and forth, and occasionally someone breaks a bone.” Justin mused out 
loud. He really did not get what all the hype was around sports, why people found it 
so interesting. Ai seemed slightly surprised to see Justin agree with her. She had 
just assumed all guys were crazy about sports. She personally couldn’t stand it; she 
just couldn’t follow what was going on. 


“Il know right?” Ai grinned a bit. Or at least she was until the two were approached 
by a rather strange young man, quivering ever so slightly as he tried to speak up, 
his voice stuttering greatly as he tried. It was clear the guy was very shy, though 
that had to make Justin wonder why he was approaching two strangers like this. 
Though, he understood once he finished talking. 


“H-Hey, u-um, Ai-san! U-Um, us meeting here like this... I-It must be f-fate, right!? 
So, um...Y-You w-wanna go o-o-out with me sometime!?” His eyes were wide with 
anticipation, hoping to get a positive answer. Justin could almost hear his heart 


Snapping in two as Ai didn’t so much as consider the proposition. Like, not even a 
second or two; right as he finished his sentence she was prepared. 


“Ha, are you kidding me? Have you looked in a mirror recently?” And within 
seconds, the teen was heartbroken. He just sort of stood there for a moment, his 
head hung in shame, his eyes now dim before walking away. Justin raised his 
eyebrow in curiosity at the sight; she didn’t so much as bat an eyelash at that. It 
was like she was used to it. She probably was, now that he thought about. Justin 
briefly wondered what the female equivalent of a lady killer was. A black widow, 
perhaps? 


“You know, | don’t think looks are everything. You probably should have considered 
it a little.” Justin remarked, though Ai wasn’t having any of Justin’s moral bullshit. 
She shook her head a bit, her chin up with pride, eyes closed with self-indulgence. 
She honestly believed that she was always right; and that saddened Justin a bit. Her 
parents must have done a miserable job raising her. 


“Well, a guy has to look at least on par with me before I'd consider him. That, and 
he has to click with me, | guess... Besides, I'm not interested in dating anyone right 
now.” Ai explained her reasoning. Justin had to force himself not to laugh at the 
excuse ‘on par with me.’ First of all, how egotistical do you have to be to say that. 
Secondly, good luck finding ANY guy like that. 


“You’re not going to find any guy on par with you. We’re guys. We're ugly as fuck.” 
Justin sighed a bit before digging into his pocket to light up a cigarette. Strangely 
enough Ai didn’t care in the slightest, nor did she even address the fact that he was 
holding an illegal substance between his fingers. 


“Well | don’t know. You’re alright | guess.” 


“Hands off princess; this merchandise aint for sale.” 


